The SC 


Tur e- Be Bell and Mary Gray. 


OME women take delight in dreſs, 
And ſome in cards take pleaſure, 

Whiift others place their happineſs 

In heaping hoa ds of treaſure 
In private ſome delight to kiſs, 

Their hidden charms unfolding ; 
But thoſe miſtake their fov'reign bliſs, 

There*sno ſuch joy as SCOLDING. 


The inſtant that I ope my eyes, 
Adieu all day to ſilence; 
Before my neighbours they can riſe, 
They hear my tongue a mile hence ; 
When at the board I take my ſeat, 
'Tis one continued riot ; 
I eat and 5scorD, and sCOLD and eat; 
My clack is never quiet. 


Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold, 
I ever am complaining; 
Too raw, too roaſt, too young, too old, 
Each gueſt at table paining; 
Let it be fowl, or fleſh, or fiſh, 
Tho“ of my own providing, 
I yet find fault with ev*ry diſh, 
Still every ſervant chiding. 


But when to bed 1 go at night, 
I ſurely fall a weeping ; 

For then I loſe my great delight--- 
How can I 5C 0 LD, when ſleeping! 


But this my pain does mitigates%> 17% > 
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And ſoon diſperſes ſorrow, 
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Altho' to-night it be too late, 


I'll pay it off to-morrow. w-. 
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